ORCHESTRA                                   Sa|

'Since when they still are carried in a round,
And changing come one in another's place;
Yet do they neither mingle nor confound,
But every one doth keep the bounded space
Wherein the dance doth bid it turn or trace.
This wondrous miracle did Love devise,
For dancing is love's proper exercise.

'Like this he framed the gods* eternal bower,
And of a shapeless and confused mass,
By his through-piercing and digesting power,
The turning vault of heaven formed was,
Whose starry wheels he hath so made to pass,
As that their movings do a music frame,
And they themselves still dance unto the same.

'Or if this all, which round about we see,

As idle Morpheus some sick brains hath taught>

Of individed motes compacted be,

How was this goodly architecture wrought?

Or by what means were they together brought?

They err that say they did concur by chance;

Love made them meet in a well-ordered dance 1

*As when Amphion with his charming lyre

Begot so sweet a siren of the air

That with her rhetoric made the stones conspire

The ruins of a city to repair,

A work of wit and reason's wise affair,

So Love's smooth tongue the motes such measure taught

That they joined hands, and so the world WAS wrought.

*How Justly then is dancing termed new
Which with the world in point of time began?
Yea, Time itself, whose birth Jove never knew*
And which is far more ancient than the sun,
Had not one moment of his^age outrun
When out leaped Dancing from the heap of things
And lightly rode upon his nimble wings*

'Reason hath both their pictures in her treasure,
Where Time the measure of all moving is
And Dancing is a moving all in measure.
Now if you do resemble that to this,
And think both one, I think you think amiss;
But if you judge them twins, together got,
And Time first born, your judgment etreth not.